XIX

A  COMPARISON

ABOUT thirty-seven years ago, father walked into
the bedroom occupied by my brother and me, woke
us up with as little noise as possible, and told us to
go to a certain little street about a quarter of a mile
away, knock at a certain door, and ask for Mrs.
Waterhouse. Mother was ill, we were told. We
were quite young, but we knew vaguely what
that meant. * A baby was coming. We put on our
clothes and went out into the dark streets, terrified
by every shadow and every sound, expecting to be
pounced upon from behind any minute. Eventually
we found the old lady. She betrayed no great surprise,
but quickly put on bonnet and cloak and accom-
panied us back home. She was a tiny, wizened old
lady, very like a witch, with an outsize in reputations
as a midwife.

She had officiated at the birth of every child in
the family. When she appeared at the front door
it was a case of "I came, I saw, I conquered".
She did the cooking, made us all do our proper
share of the work, scolded and smacked, and gener-
ally made herself disliked by us all. Incidentally
she acted as nurse to mother and the newborn

150